CHAPTER II
MUMUKSUTVA OR THE DESIRE FOR SALVATION

REFLECTION on the true worth of life leads us to the
conclusion that it is a tragic waste 'weary, stale, flat and
unprofitable', wrought with sadness and the agony of despair.
The mind that, with frantic eagerness, runs after the pleasures
stored up in the senses, only drinks deeply of the cup of
sweet poison and, reeling with giddiness, drops down in
gloom. As S'ankara says, the moth, the deer, the elephant,
the fish and the bee come to grief in gratifying each a single
sense; but man drawn irresistibly by the cumulative charm
of the five senses, finds only a gaping void and groans under
disappointment. Life is ultimately rooted in struggle and
cut'throat competition. The so-called music of the spheres
is only a poetic rendering of the endless strife in the heavens.
Nature is dressed in dread and death, and her beauty and
joy are only a figment of the imagination. "Life everywhere
lives on death " and its fair show only conceals the slaughter-
house or mutual murder. The world is a veritable Rudrabhumi
where the god of death decked with skulls feasts for ever on
flesh and blood. Our civilization itself, as James says, is based
on shambles and skulls. Behind the feast of life there is the vision
of the sepulchre. The spectre of waste and death gnaws at the
very root of being and fills it with curdling gloom. Like a